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" Oar bards most walk in other ways than did the bards of jore, 
Most learn in haunts of toil and care the mysteries of life, 
And find the blessedness of love, where wrong and pain are 
rife." Athenjeum. 

** Our dramatic poetry mast be co-operative with the daily 
thoughts and works of those it is written for — must be incor- 
porated with their actual existence, creating warm interest in 
their life's toil, their individual development, their national 
greatness, adding a charm to the delights, and being a balm to 
the sorrows, that alike vary the emotions of the greatest and 
the most humble. 

" Let the stage show forth the ideas — the intellectual and 
spiritual conditions of society, rather than its plain facts, and 
unattractive, more material qualities ; if ideal subjects be chosen, 
let them array principles, and be impressed with truths that may 
assist in expounding the mysteries, developing the faculties, and 
establishing the rights of humanity ; make the drama vital with 
the life among us, and it will no longer be neglected — no longer 
despised.** 

H. W. P.'s Lecture on '* Prospects of the Drama." 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



CoNBERYOBi King of Cheering Isle. 
Aristob, Leader of the Chiefs, 
Genebosub, a Chief 
Dbmocreb, Leader of the People, 
A Centurion. 
Theal, the King's Daughter, 
The Mother of Dehocreb. 
An Attendant on Theal. 

Chiefs, Populace^ Soldiers, Pages, ffc, ffc. 



Scenes, in Cheering Isle. 

Acts 1st, 2ad, and 4th, — A Hall in Conservor^s Palace. 
Act 3rd,— 7%e Public Seat of Judgment 
Act 5th, — Rocks in the Harbour, 



THE 



LEAGUE'S CONVERT. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I.— ^ Hall in the King's Palace. 
Guards aTid Pages present. 

Enter Centurion. 

CENTURION. 

Attend I 'tis council hour. Watch ye the doors. 
Remainder wait the King. Admit the chiefs ! 

[ T7ie Chiefs are admitted — the Guards go out. 

ilRISTOS. 

We met a crowd upon the palace steps^ 

Among whom stood Democres. Drive him hence. 

CENTURION. 

Chief, the King sent for him. 
a2 



6 THE league's convert. 

ARISTOS. 

Strange ! Noble Chiefs, 

Some rumours have been spread of our King's mood — 

If true — explaining why the mob comes here : 

[^Motions to Centurion, who goes out 

We must not yield one jot, lest wedges then 

Be set to overthrow all we esteem. 

In council, as our aims are quite agreed, 

Make me your mouthpiece. Hush I — the King ! 

[-^// bow. 
Who are content ? Enough ! 

jEWfer King, with attendants, who retire, 

KING. 

My noble Chiefs, 
You have been summoned to consider themes 
Of urgency. Throughout our populace 
Fierce disaffection spreads. The rock, whereon 
My throne impregnably stood prominent, 
Shakes to its core, for want of the strong love 
That anciently, with loud applauses, made 
My subjects' voices pleasurably sound. 
Deserted streets echo the martial clang 
Of regal trumpets heralding my course. 
Workmen, instead of hurrying from toil, 
Merely cease whistling, as light thoughtlessness 
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Settles to melancholic, dogg'd reserve, 

Omening mischief. We are fortified 

Enow to battle outward foes, though arm'd 

In panoply subscribed by ev'ry king. 

Unfriendly to ourselves. But power fails 

To subjugate covert antagonists. 

Nor may I free the lightnings of my wrath 

At crowds, lest friends be hurt ; yet, since we must 

Physic the troubling sickness, ere its gall 

Canker the body of our guarded state, 

I bade Deniocres, who, ye know, is lov'd 

By many, to attend us. 

ARISTOS. 

O great King ! 
He must be silenced. Mobs are quickly taught 
To clamour, like untutor'd infants do. 
For what would hurt them ; so the people now 
Believe they will be happier with free trade, 
Though we know well such licence would revert 
Corn-fields to dank morasses. If thou wilt 
Retain our suffrages, receive him not. 

KING. 

My promise must be kept inviolate. 
Summon DemocresI 
Never think, great Chiefs, 
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His speeches can persuade me. May we not 

Convert the orator ? At least, we shall 

By him be tutor'd how to war with him. 

Who comes ? My daughter ? Theal, what wilt thou ? 

Enter Theal and attendants. 

THEAL. 

Rever'd King I — beloved Father ! — may I be 

An auditor ? My singular request 

May seem too bold or foolish ; pardon that ; 

If it be troublesome or dangerous, 

Forbid — we both will then forget 'twas made. 

KINO. 

The cause, dear child ? 

THEAL. 

Democres, whose renown 

Fresh chronicles increase, depicting him 

Healing the stubborn leprosy of soul. 

That chains his brethren in debas'd estate ; 

Or, on imagination's gorgeous wing. 

Bearing the lowly from corrupting earth 

To an elysium, builded of glad dreams, 

Gay coloured with rapt fancy's pencilling. 

But based on points of knowledge, whence clear faith 

Bids aching wretches lift their sleepless eyes 
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To the bright stars of everlasting heav'Oy 
And proudly feel true manhood's dignity. 

KINO. 

'Twere ill to wish our maidens should possess 

The cautious brains of statesmen, who must check 

Even philanthropy's kind-hearted aims, 

If end or process be inimical 

To the established principles of state. 

Those of Democres are so, therefore we 

Cannot regard him as thou dost. Remain, 

Unless my chiefs object, to whom I pledge 

Thy secrecy and silence. 

[ T^e attendants go out, 

ARISTOS. 

The King's wish 
Commands us. 

KING. 

Thanks ! Sit near me, gentle one. 

Enter Democres. 
Welcome, Democres! 

DEMOCRES. 

Greeting to the King ! 

KING. 

Knowest my aim, in sending now for thee ? 

DEMOCRES. 

Mine, in appearing, is to plainly speak ! 
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KING. 

Our wishes meet. What art thou ? 

DEMOCRES. 

One of those 
For whom thou hast been sceptred to maintain 
Just watch on our lov'd country's citadel, 
While we increase its bulwarks. 

KING. 

Have I fail'd ? 

DEMOCRES. 

Hast thou ? We know we have not ; we have wrought 

Long past the hours mark'd by day's light for toil ; 

Long before childhood gather'd needful strength ; 

Long after age, too often premature, 

Had shrunk and withered us. We have worn minds 

To madness, health to sickness, life to death. 

Which fervency in labour, patient lives, 

And hard endurance, merit better fruits 

Than hunger, penury, and ignorance. 

We know, too, it procures them, — though, alas ! 

Not unto us. We spin — yet are uncloth'd ; 

We reap— yet starve. Watchman I awake ! awake I 

Bright light hath dawn'd on earth, — ^look forth, or 

else, 
Thou or ourselves must fall ! 
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ARISTOS. 

Base rebel I 

KINO. 

Peace ! 
I claim entire obedience, — nothing fear 
From the rash venom of thy strainM harangues : — 
Thy clarismen are a portion of the state — 
Only a portion, mark I — whereas, the whole 
Must be considered, ere we promulgate 
An ordinance affecting any one. 
The most essential being most upheld : 
Now ye are sufferers, — myself, and chiefs, 
Have much endeavour'd to allay your cares; 
But ye, reluctantly accepting gifts. 
Persist in innovations, which, indeed, 
Would prove most dangerous, — be warned I 
I've wrought 

My promises, secured our realm intact : — 
The principles that founded our grand power 
Will surely cherish it. Wait ! — still endure. 
Endurance is a holy quality. 
And will meet due reward : — O ! let alone — 
I am still watching. 

DEMOCRES. 

Tis with hooded eyes. 
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ARISTOS. 

Remember, King, I warD'd thee of this man : 
Hearing him, gives eDcouragement to acts 
That quickly will destroy us. 

KING. 

Hush ! Speak on. 

DEMOCRES. 

We are denied leave to depart this isle. 

KING. 

Well? 

DEMOCRES. 

'Tis ill done. 

KING. 

On thine allegiance 

DEMOCRES. 

By thine allegiance to the King of kings I — 
By the fraternity of man to man ! — 
I charge thee, — hear I For ages, we have been 
Forbidden to assail the girthing waves 
That break unladen on our rocky shore ; 
Your rigid motto, being, — Keep the isle 
For the isle born, the isle born for the isle ; 
Without assistance given or receiv'd. 
Egress or entrance; — in so far as we, 
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The People, are concerned ; — your chiefs naay go, 
Return, or loiter wheresoever they will ; 
We, as dull worms, must crawl upon the soil ; 
Nor may we send (without such hindrances 
As quite debar our sending) our hands' work 
To distant nations, nor import their stores 
Of spoiling fruitage. Still our pallid flesh 
Must waste from our gaunt bodies — our sad lives 
Be fed with paltry fractions of that wealth 
Fashioned to pleasure others' appetites : — 
We, therefore, King Conservor, say thou hast 
On partial warranty kept partial laws. 
And rise to firmly claim that nature be 
Allowed, in her wise method, to provide 
Those who have life with life's necessities. 

KINO. 

How? 

DEMOCRBS. 

By free interchange of gift for gift : 
Of what one lacks, another hath excess ; 
Barter the rich excess, and neither lacks : 
The sun weaves up earth's surplusage of dew 
To form its gorgeous western canopy, 
In turn endowing earth with kindling fire. 
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KING. 

Thy simple fancies cannot serve. — I doubt 
Thou hatest order. 

DEMOCRBS. 

No : — whatever be 
The form of government, rights are the same, 
For they were made with man. We state clear wrongs. 
We claim sound remedy ; it may be slight, — 
A little clogs thy chariot's gilt wheel. 

KING. 

That little now is thee. Depart, before 

The wheel revolving, crushes ! Wilt have us 

Believe thou art especially ordain'd 

With greater knowledge than the honoured host 

Of bygone statesmen ? or these noble chiefs, 

Who have much travell'd, and have wealth to make 

Receptacles of learning ope to them — 

Whose infancy was tutor'd, and made sound 

With the collected wisdom of all times? 

Return home peacefully ; surely ourselves 

Can fathom Nature's mysteries as well 

As thy confederates from loom and forge I 

We say, she teaches nations to retain 

Within themselves fertility and strength 
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To feed their own, not foolishly depend 
On whims of avaricious foreigners ; 
Else, wherefore hath she fashioned barricades 
Of mountains — deep abysses — dreary sands ? 
Why are we swath'd by ocean ? — such a grand 
Immortal belt must be for our control I 

DEMOCRES. 

Rather to stir to nobler enterprise, 

In overcoming it; making the winds 

Our tributaries, waves a molten road 

For multitudinous rich freighted barques 

To bring us benefit. The obstacles 

Thou reckonest gigantic, are mere dwarfs, 

Compared to the collected strength of men 

Who labour heartily : — there dwells our hope. 

Labour is man's enf ranch iser, — ^at once 

His doom and blessing ; lacking it, he writhes, 

Naked and hungry, to a loathsome death. 

Beneath its genial sway, parch'd deserts don 

The vernal garb of meadows, rivers flow 

In useful courses, pestive marshes dry. 

Ravines are filled, hills sink, trees fall, rocks ope. 

Seas bear the heralds of communing joy, 

Earth renders wealth, mind richer treasures still. 

Brutes are made tame, fruit sweeter, buds more gay, 



16 THE league's convert. 

While man supremely rises, and will rise, 
Till he be happy, and despair be dead. 

KING. 

Poor artizan, why darest thou to let 
Such dreams inhabit thy ungovorn'd mind ? 
Experience will school thee. What avail 
Strong built defences, if our men depart ? 

DEMOCRBS. 

Make their homes happier, and none will leave. 

KING. 

Such as thyself create unhappiness. 

DEMOCRES. 

The good cannot be dumb with wrong around, 

KING. 

Am I the cause ? 

DEMOCRES. 

The laws thou lovest are. 
Only in ill-ruled states the people rise. 
Right them, I'm quieted ; persist, I still 
Head those whose wretchedness hath made me bold. 

KING. 

Boaster, thy threats force me to make thee quail. 
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DBMOCRES. 

At thunder I quail not ; why, then, at thee ? 

For my heart seconds what my tongue pronounced. 

KINO. 

Would thy zeal seconded a better cause : 
If thou wilt choose rebellion, go thy way. 
My promise is thy passport — not the less, 
I, thy king, doom thee, on thy next attempt, 
To become captive, rightly forfeited 
Unto austerest dictate of sound law. 
Answer not — I have ended. Come, my chiefs. 

DEMOCRES. 

I leave. O King, the issue rest with thee! 

[Dbmocres and the Chiefs go out, 

theal. 
Brave hero ! 

KING. 

Doth my daughter call him so ? 
theal. 
Hath he not perill d life, by pleading here 
For his belief? Dear father, do not frown, 
Nor chide ; thou must know best. Oh I 'tis unfit 
A simple girl should captiously dispute 
On points of difference 'tween him and thee. 
B 2 
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KING. 

Good, thou wert pleased with him ? 

THEAL. 

My heart's blood leapt 
At the full tones of his courageous zeal, 
As if glad voices from long-parted friends 
Woke memories of early infancy 
With its frank innocence and open truth ! 
What courtier would dare speak to thee — the King- 
Like bold Democres — who (a resident 
'Mid fearful darkness of unfoster'd need,) 
Was awed not by our grandeur. Which of them 
Could have confuted that unletter'd man, 
In whose discourse persuasion ran like fire. 
To kindle sluggards and make fools reflect ? 

KING. 

These are superfluous praises. My princess 
Must not weigh kings with subjects. 

THEAL. 

O I there are 
More monarchs than the few on golden thrones, 
In gemm'd tiaras and anointed robes. 
Hearing the music of continual praise : 
Monarchs by native majesty — endowed 
More gloriously than extrinsic gifts 
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Can ever clothe mere man-appointed kings. 

Such an one, father, prove thyself to be> 

And the man's glory shall enhance the crown's. 

KINO. 

Thou art well pupill'd in Democres' school I 
I marvel why I am not wroth with thee 
For lauding such mad heresy. Good maid, 
Prate not so wildly, or the chiefs will say 
We foster rioters. Our welfare must 
Be perfected by pursuance in laws. 
Which are as near approximates to right 
As the prevailing spirit of the times 
Allows and values, — if any one be 
Obnoxious to the main, that law soon falls. 

THEAL. 

Democres, then, may soon obtain his wish ? 

KING. 

No ! — he is weak : nor would I have him else. 
Accounting his aims worthless. I may not 
Level old institutes by law ordain 'd ; 
Nor may I let the ignorant, crass mob 
O'erleap, and sacrilegiously invade 
The settled heritage of those from whom 
All mechanicians, delvers, trading men, 
Do chiefly gather fortune. — Well ? 
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Enter Centurion. 

CENTURION. 

Great King, 
A woman seeks for audience. 

KING. 

Let her come. 
[Centurion goes out. 
Receive her, — I have business. Kiss me, girl. 
I pray narrate thy doubts at future time, 
And I will cause their instant banishment. 

[King goes out. 
Enter Mother of Democres. 

MOTHER. 

O ! royal princess, let me kiss thy foot, 
Craving kind pardon for my urgent plea. 

THEAL. 

How may I serve ? 

MOTHER. 

Democres — 

THEAL. 

What of him ? 

MOTHER. 

Alas !— 

THEAL. 

Doth trouble hurt the gallant youth ? 
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MOTHBR* 

Heav'n ever bless thee for so calling him ! 

THEAL. 

Speak I 

MOTHER. 

My Democres ! 

THEAL. 

Thine ! Madam, explain 
This rude intrusion. 

MOTHER. 

Let me not offend 

THEAL. 

Oh I I command — reply — 

MOTHER. 

To what ? 

THEAL. 

Of him. 



MOTHER. 



My son I — 



THEAL. 

O I wonder I — thou art bless'd to be 
The happy mother of so true a heart ; 
Whose ardent soul mortality's cold bonds 
Shackle no more than air doth eagle's wings ! — 
From thee — ^the gracious keeper of our fates 
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Makes thousands glad,--*unto the world*s applause 
Sets forth a living fount of conscious love. 

MOTHER. 

Dear princess, — 

THEAL. 

Madam I — speak. 

MOTHER. 

My bold son left 
My house this morning — early, as hath been 
His custom since he first — unhappy time — 
Addressed the people in the market-place. 
One told me he was here, and, fearing much, 
I came in anxious search. 

THEAL. 

He hath, for once. 
Escaped a traitor's doom ; be careful, — use 
All means to curb his lawless purposes, 
Or, he must die the death. He went that way-—' 

Leave me 

Command Democres to haste back. 
Ay ! rapidly : the princess waits — away I 
Thy life shall answer if he dare neglect. 
O I startle not, good mother: I must call 
Democres* parent, Mother: — be not awed ; 
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Obey my will, — ^let love grow up 'tween us. 
Adieu, — return with thy devoted son. 

[ The Princess dismisses the Mother op Democres. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE— TAc^aw^. 

Theal present* 
Enter her Attendant. 

THEAL. 

Ah ! what wilt thou, good Nurse ? 

NURSE. 

The King requests 
Thy presence, royal lady. 

THEAL. 

I attend. 
Nay, answer — I will come anon — anon. 
Why loiter? 

NURSE. 

For the customary grace 
A nd prelude of thy message ; never yet, 
From a like errand, have I gone without 
Thyself, or loving reasons of excuse. 
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THEAL. 

Blest^ loyal habit of obedient mind ; 

Love thrusts out love. Alas I my heart corrodes 

E'en in chaste fires begat of noble worth ; 

Life ushers death. O ! moments have scarce pass'd, 

And what 1 was I am not. Say, anon. 

NURSE. 

Thou weepest, lady ! 

THEAL. 

Do not ask me why. 
Affectionately hast thou tended me 
Through infancy and girlhood, since the queen, 
My dear, fond mother died ; which loving care 
Should ripen smiles, not tears. O I were I nursed. 
Like gorging tiger's whelp, 'mid rampant force. 
Each cruel passion being fully rous'd 
To fill my bosom with tyrannic greed, 
I never should have suffer'd as I do. 
But known one duty only. Now, ah ! me, 
My father's laws to Mercy's are opposed ; 
While I with woe, and fear of greater woe, 
Find myself more kind Mercy's child than his. 
Let me compose myself. 

NURSE 

Then come. — 
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TBKAL. 

I will. 

[Nurse goes out. 
Why shrinks my soul from what I am to do ? 
Strange words I What is to be done ? 

Enter Democres, his Mother, Centurion, and 
Guards. 

theal. 
Welcome back 1 Centurion — why come ? 

CENTURION. 

Royal princess, — 

I am not warranted in suffering 

Democres to remain. 

theal. 

He shall return 
To thy charge presently ; accept my gage. 

[Centurion and Guards go out. 

'Twere ill if the King knew thy son remained : 

Yon gallery commands the entrances ; 

Inform, if any come. 

\_The Mother goes out. 

Thou marvel'st why 

I summon thee ? Long parley were unwise. 

Soh I gossips (whose light chatter hath oft made 

The tricksy furnishing of idle hours) — 
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Have told the beady schemes, creating thee 

A frequent source of men's anxieties ; 

Thou hast here proved thyself worth thy renown. 

DEMOCRES. 

If I sought praise, my goal were now attain'd. 

theal. 
As friend to friend, lay out to me thy plans. 

DEMOCRES. 

Wonderful greeting I — what hast thine with mine, 
That we should freely commune ? 

THEAL. 

We both love — 

DEMOCRES. 

Our brethren ? 

THEAI4. 
More than life ! 

DEMOCRES. 

Amen! 

THEAL. 

Enough.—- 
Now speak. ' 

DEMOCRES. 

If bounding transport will allow — 

THEAL. 

Delay not. 
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DBMOCRBS« 

Being driyen by the King 
To harsh extremities, I can do nought 
Save die a martyr, or, survive 

THBAL 

A king ? — 

DEMOCRES. 

No ! — ^to elect thee queen. 

THEAL. 

Upon a throne. 
At whose dread foot my father's corse would lie. 

DEMOCRES. 

Woe ! woe I I am undone. — 

THEAL. 

Or else must change 
Thy purposes. What do our brethren need ? 
Only the grand inheritance of love, 
Which all are born to render and receive. 
Being most worthy their Creator's love 
When readiest to render. We require 
No faction warfare — no dividing out 
Society in sects, or party cliques, — 
Each hoisting formal standards ; but, that men 
Should put off selfishness, and, looking round 
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With philanthropic eye, review our race 

As an impactive body, whereof they, 

The members, serving the prime good of all, 

Would best maintain their own ; while, if thy vain. 

Crude, savage, ill-digested wish prevail, 

Wrongdoers are for worse wrongdoers changed ; 

And poor humanity, left weeping. still, 

Beholds her witless friends prove bitter foes. 

O ! if thou wilt have liberal designs 

Emblazon thee in future chronicles. 

Let pointed argument displace rough spears, 

Enthusiasm head on your eager race. 

While honest Virtue guards the mettled rear 

Of Reason's army and Truth's militants. 

Then, though your march seem slower to advance, 

'Twill never retrograde ; — each citadel. 

Whereon your flag may woo the wind's embrace, 

Will be irrevocably, wholly won, — 

A haven for advancing conquerors. 

DEMOCKES. 

It shall be done. Thy healing words console 
Passions thy father roused ; Contempt's sharp ice 
Withel^ directing conscience — chafes the meek 
To fasten axes on calm shepherd's crooks. 
Wherewith to hew irate oppression down. 
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This day shall joyous prove. There must be hope 

E'en for the weakest in our groaning land, 

Now hunger's plaint hath pierced to the cold throne, 

And won thy sympathy. I will dismiss 

My colleagues o'er the island's length and breadth, 

As missionaries of the pious league, 

Here form'd by us to nourish Freedom's cause. 

THEAL. 

That young league's weakness must be swathM in 

power. 
To make opponents hearty convertites. 

MOTHER, {entering,) 
The King ! 

THEAL. 

Away ! 

DEMOCRES. 

Our acts declare the rest. 
Blessing on thee I 

THEAL. 

My love go with our cause. 
[Dbmocres and his Mother go out, 

CoNSERVoR enters. 

KINO. 

Dear Theal, wherefore tarry from my side ? 
My courtiers are dismiss'd ; my state laid by, 
c 2 
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That in my palace I may find a home 
Meet for an aged man who loves his child. 
Soft breezes from the shady citron grove 
Steal between roses clustered o'er each porch, 
And gentle plashes from the dbtant fount. 
Whose marble Cupids urge refreshing streams 
High in clear sunlight to be richly hued, 
And fall like gems on the broad lotus leaves, 
Should signify our wonted time to walk 
Upon the statued terraces, where now 
Thy peacocks, proudly trimming gorgeous plumes, 
Prepare to take with due magnificence 
Accustomed bounty from thy lavish hand. 

THEAL. 

Let us go to them. 

KING. 

With such laggard steps ? 
O, fie upon thee, darling I Canst thou sigh ? 
I would have wager'd acres to a leaf. 
Sad impulses were plagues unknown to thee. 
Tell me the matter ! 

THEAL. 

O ray King I 
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KING. 

Why « King" ? 
We never clothe our loving speech with pomps. 
Say, Father. 

THBAL. 

A good father I Wicked fault. 
To slip the holy name none else may use, 
For title bruited by the common world. 
Forgive — I merit not to look on thee. 
Having devised false lustre on thy brow. 
My purpose held no concert with my tongue — 
Believe me, none. Thy presence blesses me ; 
In nightly dreams thine image hovers near, 
With fondest voice in tuneful murmur's breath. 
Hymning protection o'er my happy sleep. 
Without thee, I were pitiful and weak, 
As humid roses plunder'd of perfume. 
Who, then neglected, only fade and die. 
Banish misgiving. Never doubt my love ; 
Thou art my father, earnestly, in all 
A tender parent can be to his child. 

KINO. 

Why use extravagance of glowing words 
To manifest affection so well known ? 
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Come, nestle to my breast, thou startled bird I 
Peace I my life's loss would not deserve these sobs. 
One brief word shall not be allowM to wreck 
The cherished fabric thy whole virtuous life 
Hath builded in, and for me. I have twined 
Thy budding dispositions as they rose, 
Purer than snowdrops, choice as violets, 
Fast round me, like an ever-fruitful vine 
Stored with rich juices and consoling balm 
To heal the stings of care. I rest assured 
Thou never wilt unkindly fall from me ; 
Still thou art sorrowful. On — let us seek 
The golden bower, where clematis braids 
Curl'd honeysuckle and sweet jasmine flowers, 
In curtaining festoons of verdant grace. 
Whence toiling vassals of the brown hive queen, 
Busily trooping, gather luscious freight ; 
Therein we will reflect on my own bees, 
My people, whom grave, ceremonious rules 
Of precedent-impeded majesty 
Prevent our knowing as we else would do. 
My chief, where hastening ? 

Enter Aristos. 

ARISTOS. 

O King ! to thee, 



THE league's convert, 33 

With sad astonish m en t, perplexing dread. 

Lest I discover thee adverse in soul 

From what thou art proclaimed, and I believed. 

KING. 

Whatever I may be, chief, thou art changed. 

AR[ST0S. 

Why order base Democres to return ? 

THEAL. 

Who calls Democres base ? 

KING. 

I order'd not. 

ARISTOS. 

As I came in, I saw the fellow leave. 

KING. 

His second entrance was unknown to me. 

Shame ! kneel and blush. Wilt thou suspect thy King ? 

ARISTOS. 

Pardon I 

KING. 

Arise I Hath he accomplices 
Even so near me ? Straightway let us search. 
None shall contrive against my firm decree, 
Without severe requital. To enforce 
The law's authority is law's first aim. 
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Who lets that slumber doth far greater wrong 

Than he who trespasses. To thee I give 

Full power to hold inquisition on 

This secret matter — probe it to the root. 

Look I — help I my Theal faints I What ails thee, girl ? 

O ! she is pale as graven ivory, 

Trembling, and very cold ! Arouse I — look up ! 

Thy father's arm supporteth. Nought is here 

More perilous than light, and his true love. 

Waken I Oh, agony ! she doth not stir. 

Here is no passing tremor, no brief shock. 

Some ill news hath been told. It must be so. 

She stay'd from me as ne'er she did before. 

When I came, seem'd affrighted, rapt in thought 

Of most unwonted melancholy. Wake ! 

Thine ear hath been abused ! All goeth well. 

She moves I 

THBAL. 

Lost — ^lost ! 

KING. 

All won, since thou art well I 
Thou art — thou wilt be well ! 

THEAL. 

Ah ! never more. 
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KINO. 

My deep curse blight whoever caused this woe ! 

THEAL. 

No curses. 

KING. 

Right, girl — none ; they simply bear 
Phantasmal terrors. Let mine be pronounced 
In deed, not word. My lord Aristos, go ; 
Double the sentinels. Let none depart. 
Inquire who stay, who've entered, who gone forth. 
Send nimble scouts. Search town and country through. 
Behead the caitiff, ere I see thee next I 
Hurt to my child is treble wrong to me. 
O ! by my sceptre, it shall be avenged, 
Or else I dwell as briefly in the hearts 
Of those I rule as happiness in mine. 

ARISTOS. 

Perchance my liege mistakes ; there may have been 
No wrong. 

KING. 

'Tis false ! Behold her pale, wet cheeks. 
Tell me — speak not, dear girl, thou art not fit. 
Do they not token some appalling hurt ? 
Obey me. Am I not your monarch ? Shall 
The treasured vessel of my few delights 
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Be broken unrevenged ? Oh, if the foul 

Assailant be unseen, ungraspable, 

I will some potent conjuration form. 

Incarnating e'en spirit, for my racks 

To kill with lingering? tortures I My loved child, 

Be still a little. Would I might be young, 

Pliant in limb, free, mighty as of yore. 

To chastise the rebellious insolent ! 

Once o'er my brow tall plumes like Mars's own 

Waved merrily, — thick, gorgeous armour suits, 

That muscled Hercules might stoop beneath. 

So heavy were they, cased me like a rock, 

As in audacious opposition oft 

I swung my tough axe whistling round my head, 

To cleave through crowding foes. O, cramping age ! 

What drear necessities thou teachest men, 

For whose young hopes earth had not room enough ; 

Thou hast consumed my vigour, dried my nerves, 

Binding authority and vengeance both 

To work by cool, unmarrowM delegates ! 

Why loitering ? Thou dost presume too much. 

ARISTOS. 

My King, this matter may, I fear, be traced. 

RING. 

Explain it. Flourish ever my true friend ! 
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ARISTOS. 

The PriDcess may have sought him. 

KINO. 

Liar ! — peace ! 
I should have slain thee, did I wear my sword I 
Away ! 

ARISTOS. 

The King will find he hath miscalFd 
His faithful servitor. 

KING. 

Art not dumb ? Leave ! 

[Aristos goes out. 
Gone, in good time. Subjects must never see 
Their kings unroyal, as by grief I am. 

! break — break, heart ! O, Princess ! answer — nay. 
Speak nothing, unless wholly to deny. 

1 cannot ask thee to admit thy shame. 

Hast thou concerted with Democres ? Gods ! 
She doth not answer, yet remains my child. 

THEAL. 

Father, weep not ! 

KING. 

Would scanty tears were floods, 
To whelm me ere dishonour'd. Cruel child, 

D 
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How weak to let thee hear him. Had I thought 
How quickly souls are kindled by love's fire 

THEAL. 

Thou wrongest me. 

KING. 

My heart is warm again I 
Shut thine ears close, thine eyes too, there exists 
No worthy mate. I jealous grow of thee. 
My life's end cometh, — humour me the while. 
Democres shall be banished. 

THEAL. 

O I no — no ! 

KINO. 

Rests thy mind there still ? Ingrate I I perceive 
My daughter's dead. From her a foe is born 
To fasten round me in her hallowM shape, 
Till my worn brain sleeps in forgetful bliss ! 
Democres must have come in love to thee, 
Or hatred to myself. 

THEAL. 

He came in hate. 

KING. 

Which thou hast hotly spurred. 

THEAL. 

Hear me ! 
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KING. 

O ! shame t 
Once I believed thy mother lived in thee, 
And sanctified thy life to offices 
Of gentle tendance on my lonely fate ; 
Fancied myself sire to a duteous girl, 
A very grateful, patient, loving sire. 
Now I am nothing, save a king. 

THEAL. 

Pray, hear I 
My mother would have done as I have done. 

KINO. 

Betray'd me to my foe ? 

THEAL. 

Made him thy friend. 

KING. 

I was a madman not to give thee way I 

THEAL. 

Democres came determin'd on revenge ; 

I heard — persuaded him to seek reform 

By nobler helps. He who would pluck down wrong 

Will build up right, and goes to scatter truths. 

That reason may deservingly command 

What brutal force would seek without desert. 
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KING. 

Far worse. I am undone. Did I not say 
I must regard my chiefs, who fast bind up 
My judgment where it might admit his claim. 
This tutoring will work^-enrage the chiefs, 
Who next condemn Democres, dethrone me ; 
Making my child the sad inheritor 
Of a spurnM man's deep sorrow. Guards ! I must 
Arrest the traitor. 

THEAL. 

Let me go to him. 

KING. 

Apostate ! keep within thy chamber. Rise. 
Oh ! would I might do other than I must ! 
Poor maid, I tremble for thee. Might I bend 
The deadly rigour of supreme decrees ? 
I, the decreeing monarch ! Never — ^go ; 
If hostile justice hid his awful front, 
Resigning to compassion his black throne. 
Each felon were entitled to release. 
For ev'ry father could forgive his child. 
And pity all his children learn'd to love. 
Heaven comfort thee. I dare not. Go away, — 
I will not see thee till his doom be wrought. 

[ Goes out. 



THE league's convert, 41 

THEAL. 

Why did I utter what I fear'd to speak ? 
All I've ill done, grant, Heav'n, I may undo : 
One way appears — ^its dangers let me brook, 
And save, or be arrested with the youth. 
Ensue what may, Democres must not die. 

Enter Aristos. 

ARISTOS. 

Where shall I find my king? 

THEAL. 

He needs not thee. 
Thy work is done. 

ARISTOS. 

My friendliness ruled me. 

THEAL. 

What foolishly ye call your interest. 
Urged my betrayal ; if true friendliness, 
Crave mercy for me when we meet again. 

[Thbal goes out. 

ARISTOS. 

Mercy for thee ? Our king deserves our love, 
If he endure our claims exceeding thine. 
Centurion-— 

D 2 
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Enter Centurion. 

CENTURION. 

Great Chief, delay me Dot : 
My orders are immediate, to arrest 
Democres. 

ARISTOS. 

Wait. 

He-enter King. 

KING. 

CenturioD ! who checks 
My soldier? Noble Chief, haste led me wrong : 
CeDturion, — where did I order thee 
Convey Democres ? 

CENTURION. 

To a dungeon. 

KING. 

No: 
Straight hurry to the public judgment-seat ; 
I will meet ye. 

ARISTOS. 

I came to tell, he hath 
Convoked a meeting in his mother's house, 
Of chosen rebeb. 

KING. 

Hasten there — seize all I 

[Centurion poes out. 
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ARI8TOS. 

This worthy resolution binds thee fast 
To our enduring gratitude. 

KING. 

* That cause 
Were insufficient : tho' ye offer up 
Your love, possessions, power, as largesse 
For my co-operation — I dare wave 
Your homage to the winds — defy your hate, 
If conscience whisper*d any variance 
To our old creed ; it does not ; therefore, still 
Oar strengths are one. With sad travail, O chief. 
My daughter sees a hero in our foe, 
None in her father — is't inglorious 
To be defendant ? only great, or good 
To head assailants? — then obedience 
Hide thy chaste brow in thy creator's lap. 
And anarchy come reeking hot from hell ; 
Stifling with horrid shrieks the voice of peace, — 
Lead fiery demons over shrines and thrones, 
Till earth gapes wide, entombing in one grave 
The added toil of ages. Nought is done 
If all be to be undone : — minds and hearts 
Their certified religion must forget, 
If pranking change grasp reverence's sword. 
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And triumph over us. It shall not thrive : — 

Yet ThecJ succours our antagonbts! 

Daughter, — couldst thou peruse thy father's soul, 

'Twould prove all faiths can breed heroic men. 

i 
O God ! the struggle crushes. Help me, chief — | 

Lead on — I will forget her. I believe 

Our statutes wholesome ; they shall have support. 

Let us to trial of this wretched man ; ^ 

If guilty, he must die ; such is the law. 

[ They go out. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE— 2%« Public Seat of Judgment. 
Enter King, Aristos, and others. 

KING. 

Aristos, is he taken ? 

ARIST08. 

I know not. 

KING. 

Thou must declare the accusation. Speak 
Directly I am seated, else I may 
Have other causes thrust in. . 



THE leaqub's convert. 45 

Trumpeters, 

AnnouDce my presence, 

\^AJlourish of trumpets. 

Lo! I sit to judge. 

Have auy brought complaint ? 

ARISTOS. 

Yes, mighty King ! 

KING. 

Room for the Chief Aristos I I attend. 

ARISTOS. 

I wait to prove Democres traitorous. 

KING. 

Orders are issued for his prompt arrest. 

Enter Centcrion. 
Centurion I why thus alone ? 

CENTURION. 

O King, 
Democres, being warn'd — 

KING. 

I felt a shade 
Of horror creeping o'er. Was he not warned 
By my Princess? 

CENTURION. 

True. 
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KINO. 

Miserable girl, — 
Unkind, from too much kindness. Knowest more ? 

CENTURION. 

Within Democres' house I only found 
The Princess, who declared (with resolute, 
Severe emotion,) that her royal self 
Had sent away the rebel and his gang. 
Meaning to be arrested in their stead. 
1 stretched not my authority so far. 

KING. 

Had thy child waited there in lieu of mine, 
Thine agony would not have blotted out 
Remembrance of thy service. Man, am I 
A lesser patriot than thee ? Conduct 
The traitress hither. 

ARISTOS. 

Pause awhile. 

KING. 

Obey !— 
[Centurion goes <mt, 

ARISTOS. 

Discuss this in the palace. 
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KING. 

Ardent thanks 
For your compassion. Were I as yourselves, 
How joyously would I embrace all plans 
To hide minutest items of distress, 
That, being what I am, I must lay ope 
For sharp-eyed scrutiny to judge^ compare, 
And weigh in strictest balances. My acts 
Are fast recorded in the people's hearts — 
If I relax, they never will be firm ; 
Nor can I bid them render sacrifice 
Of cherished profits to the commonweal. 
Unless, when needed, I resign mine own. 
Sue not, my Chief, lest writhing passion rend 
The necessary yoke. Good people, bring 
Your causes, or petitions, to employ 
Elapsing moments. Ah I ye turn away. 
Believing me in uncongenial mood 
To disentangle knotted evidence, 
And slowly weave the uncorrupting web 
Of manifest, plain justice. Ye err much. 
I never sat more wishful to depose 
My business for your own. This copious talk 
Declares my shrinking from an inner voice, 
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To hear distresses whose o'ertoppiDg height 
May bury mine. Will no one feed my thoughts ? 

ARISTOS* 

Lo ! the Princess. 

KINO. 

So very soon. Be hush'd : 

Motionless limbs, abated breath, droop'd eyes. 

Be her reception. 

[^EfUer Princess, guarded. 

O ! my child — my hope I 

Avaunt, cold iron hearts ! — my Theal needs 

No formal garrison of armour'd troops, 

Gliding around, like spirits newly forced 

By troubled conscience from unhallow'd graves ; 

But, gentle maidens, beautiful in youth, 

Blushing as rosy morn — fresher than spring, 

With eyes like stars — ^feet light as zephyr's touch. 

Circling her royal form in varied dance I 

Come, Theal, be enthroned ; rule thou the King. 

THEAL. 

My pathway leads from thrones. Command is thine ; 
Endurance mine, — our duties are diverse : 
Let both be done with honour. 



THE league's comvebt. 49 

KING. 

What is here ? 
I had forgotten ; pardon the grieved sire I 
Ye shall respect the judge. 

[^Re-ascends the Throne. ^ No help, — I've trod 
These steps before ; — I know them. 

Who declares 
Against yon prisoner ? 

THEAL. 

The prisoner, 
Myself, implored Democres to retreat ! — 
If ye be merciful, hear, mighty Chiefs; 
If ye be merciful, blessed be ye. 
And blessing will accompany your act. 

KING. 

The solemn judge decides as law instructs. 

THEAL. 

Then my dark hour approaches I Gracious Heav'n ! 

How long shall contumelious men crush men ? 

O ! let transhumanating greatness fire 

Weak souls to mighty purpose ; make my death 

A holy emblem — an exampling sign, 

To prove I loved the world that bade me die. 

KING. 

Prisoner I 
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THEAL. 

My royal father. 

KINO. 

Woe ! lost girl. 

THEAL. 

Alas I pray sorrow not, — while parting hence, 

I can regard God's orbed firmament. 

And muse how angels there reflect on us, 

Till seraph-choirs invigorate my soul 

To welcome the keen sacrificing axe. 

Break not our courage, — spare thyself and me ; 

Speak nothing, father — simply wave thy hand. 

If I must perish. 

[^The King signals. 

Lead me to my doom I 

KING. 

Sunset, thy death-hour ; ere then, we will meet. 
Farewell ! 

Enter Democres. 
Behold, Democres I Hail, gross knave ! 
Insidious villain, welcome I Had I wine, 
Td gaily quaff to thee, malicious fiend 1 
Thou shalt be merry ere we part, sweet friend ; 
Not as the careless world, with hearty laughs, 
Jokesi music, brimming cups ; but brimming eyes. 
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Groans fiercest hell would pity, — such the joys 

Thy generosity prepared for us* 

Thou art so loyal, I am certain thou 

Believest torture pastime — all who take 

No pleasure in it are uncultured fools. 

Mere elpds, unblessed with sensibility ; 

We will be wiser — ^freely banquet thee 

After thy fashion ; though myself and mine 

Can follow it no longer. Theal, thou 

Art freed by his arrest ! Cling close : they seek 

Our separation. Sooner may they part 

Heat from exulting fire ; the oak shall prop 

Its ivy — ivy still adorn the oak. 

DSMOCRES. 

I come to rescue, 

THEAL. 

Better hadst thou fled. 

DBMOCEES. 

A branded coward ? 

THEAL. 

The prudential chief* 

DEMOCBES. 

Unsoird remembrance of me will avail 
More than degraded life. If timidly 
I kept thy counsels, my retreating steps 
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Would shake the gracious fabric partly rear'd, 
And future architects be then delay 'd 
By crumbling ruins, where procedure may 
Leave tenable inberitage. O King I 
Excuse the Princess, deal with me alone. 

KING. 

Strange language I Tell the council 

DEMOCRES. 

Have I leave ? 

THEAL. 

Yes. 

DEMOCRBS. 

We were met, when in the Princess rush'd, 
Glowing with zeal, and (stopping to implore 
We never would believe thee harsh at heart) 
Told us our peril — offer'd ready means 
For our escape. My mother join*d her plea, 
Triumphantly, for I could not resolve 
To spurn their urgent suit, well knowing one, 
In my destruction, would herself be lost ; 
And| crediting the other's power to save 
Herself from harm, my comrades (except one, 
Who led my swooning mother to a friend's) 
Hastily made to secret refuges. 
(Molest them not, they merely wrought my will ; 
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Were placid till my speeches gave them faith 
In self-exertion.) I watch'd near — beheld 
This honourable lady marshall'd forth. 
And now bring perfect ransom, life for life. 

KING. 

A trick (believing we should haunt thy road) 
To bribe us with mock magnanimity. 

DEMOCRES. 

Take a guard's weapon — plunge it in my breast. 
Learn how I mimic 

KING. 

Fellow, lend thy spear 

THEAL. 

Dare ye give scope to madness ? Wilt thou be 
King, judge, and executioner ? 

KING. 

I meant 
To test, not wound. If acting honestly, 
He merits to be crown'd, exalted high, 
In purple robes, 'mid incense and loud shouts, 
With cymbals, shawms, flutes, pealing clarions, 
In reverential music to his praise, 
Filling the aether 'tween low earth and heav'n I 
Forswear thy treasons — ^plead obedience. 
That I may gladly pardon. 
e2 
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ARISTOS. 

He mast not 
Be pardon'd. 

THEAL. 

Raven I thirst ye so for blood ? 
King, know the men thou servest ! 

KING. 

Servest ? 

THEAL. 

Ay! 
Leaders of factions serve them. 

DEMOCRES. 

While I live, 
I shall work as I have work'd. 

KING. 

Must I smite 
My daughter's rescuer ? 

AEISTOS. 

The law should work. 

KING. 

Too certain — very true. 

THEAL. 

Will nothing pluck 
The blinding motes from your perverted eyes, 
That paint the idol's wings more glorious 
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ThaD the eterDal angel's ? What ye serve 
Is clumsy^ eartheD, frail as grass ; he lifts 
The darkling curtain from pure, heavenly light. 
And shows your senseless images so flaw'd. 
No one who truly sees can worship them. 
Level the mockery — preach a new theme — 
Let nations grow with men ; much we may do 
Must be left still un wrought, if none may see 
Beyond their father's limit. Never more 
Let enterprise be crown'd with folly's cap, 
Creative genius called vile infidel ; 
Then will ye profit — your fraternal gifts 
Paying the donor more than him who takes, 
For nothing honours genius save itself — 
All rendered tribute honours those who give ; 
Nor ever can ye pay by coin or praise, 
The worshipper of charities and love ; 
His welcomest rewards are open proofs 
That his inculcatings obtain esteem. 
Doth he account them worthless, if despised ? 
No ; ignorance's laughter be can brook, 
Weaving from torture, bans, and pain a woof, 
Whereon approaching time shall gladly write 
Most grateful exaltation. Will ye earn 
The scorn of future centuries? — be doom'd 
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When he is canonized ? For your own sakes 
Be wise, be generous ; let him go free. 

KING. 



He shall have mercy. 



THEAL. 

God be thankM ! 

▲RISTOS. 

He must 
Endure the statutary punishment, 
Or thou art faithless. 

KING. 

Hold! 

ARISTOS. 

We cannot wait 
In patience while the magic of our realm's 
Prosperity be broken. 

KING. 

Silence, Chief! 

▲RISTOS. 

Remember, we enthroned — we can dethrone. 

KING. 

Peace, I command ! Centurion, arrest 
The first who dares to interrupt again. 
Chiefs, while I hold the helm, I navigate 
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With due subserviency to every chart 

My predecessors studied ; keeping still 

Our lordly furnishings in meet array 

To conquer storms of nature, or men's wrath : 

But I seek not the office — 'tis a round 

Of anxious occupations, that forbid 

Such joys and rest as e'en the meanest know ; 

Therefore, if ye dethrone me, ye perform 

What — if 'twere right to wish it — I could wish* 

Until ye do, I claim, and shall maintain, 

The resolute, supreme authority 

Of your directing Captain and true King. 

Democres, by conspiracy thou hast 

Earn'd instant death ; by service to my child, 

Full title to reward : wouldst thou resign 

Thine agitation, the debt due thyself 

Were greater than thou owest. Since thou art 

Obdurate, caution for my country's weal 

Rigidly bars more liberal decree 

Than this : — Thou claimest licence to depart ; 

I grant it : — in a little boat — alone — 

With one sail, and some food, thou shalt be launch'd 

On the fresh sea ; may Providence direct 

Thy course to some kind land ! If ever found 

Upon our isle, thou diest. 



58 THE league's convert. 

DBMOCRES. 

Well content. 
Princess, one last request — a sacred one-^ 
Befriend my mother. 

KINO. 

Both of us will so. 

THEAL. 

Most constantly. Be not cast down — farewell ; 
I deem thee sent on a triumphant cruise 
Of rich adventure, leaving seeds with us, 
To yield redundant harvests for thy joy, 
When home returning, in some better time ; 
For I feel sure we are to meet again. 

DBMOCRES. 

I hope, with doubting. 

theal. 

I, without one doubt. 

DEMOCRES. 

Come near. There is a packet in my house, 
Hid in a vase ; it might do some one harm ; 
Destroy it secretly. 

THEAL. 

At once. 
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KING. 

Proceed. 
[Democrbs is led out 

THEAL. 

My valiant brother in Truth's holy cause, 
Live I — conquer I 

KING. 

Whither hastening ? 

THEAL. . 

To cheer 
My second parent. 

ARISTOS. 

Nay. 

THEAL. 

Why need I halt ? 
Ami not known ? — ^beloved ? Let me pass. King, 
Muse not at my departure ; the most hurt 
Must ever need the surgeon's tendance first ; 
I will bring her to thee. Till then, adieu. 

[ Goes out. 

KING. 

Go, watch her actions ; guard her, if need be. 

[Centurion goes out. 
Look I how the crowds track yonder rebel's path. 
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Would he were Dot rebellious : there lives none 

I could love more than him. See judgment wrought. 

The rest come home. I should be merry now ; 

My lauding psalm would slacken to a dirge. 

Roll on, dread present ; future, rise ; show forth 

Creation's verdict on my sovereign deeds. 

Oh, I am weary of pursuing clues 

That break, and leave my uncontented souL 

Sick of expectancy. Roll on I roll on I 

Good soldier, let me sadly rest on thee. 

Come home ; — come home. [ They go out. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE— 7%e Hall in the Palace. 
Enter Kino and Attendant. 

KING. 

Thanks, my good fellow ; help me to remove 
These ponderous adornments. When the mob. 
With brawny arms, toss'd high their laughing babes, 
To note the twinkling sheen of my starred robe, 
None dream'd its jewell'd collar bit my throat 
Even to bleeding. Such the ornaments 
Rifled from earthy graves to dazzle fools. 
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Take the crown, too — a dext'rous piece of art. 
Rare gems — pure metal — delicate, warm fur— 
Soft to thy touch — a crest of thorns to me. 
How many laboured in the bauble's growth ? 
How many cheerings hath its glitter won ? 
How many low brows will it make look grand ? 

Questions for casuists, put by Well, friend, 

Where went the Princess? 

Enter Centurion. 

CENTURION. 

To Democres' house. 



Thence? 



KING. 



CENTURION. 



Hither. 



KING. 

Will she see me ? I doom'd her. 



CENTURION. 

Her piety is natural, as life 
Is to ourselves. 

KING. 

I half believed her lost. 
Art thou a parent ? 

centurion. 
Yes, King. 
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" KING. 

Thou canst feel 
How fondly I rejoice. Take from thence — no. 
Thou art a soldier, not an usurer ; 
Glory is thine ambition. Take this cross, 
Visual emblem of the spiritual fame, 
Unwon till solemn crosses have been borne, 
For honours are the children of our deeds. 
And as travailing joy — painful delight — 
Usher'd ourselves into the testing world, 
We diligently must create our fame. 
In mingled hope and weeping. 

CENTURION. 

The Princess 
Approaches 

KING. 

With her new companion ? 

CENTURION. 

Yes. 

KING. 

I will see Theal first alone. Remain : 

Tell her so. Hush ! no thanking for the cross ; 

May such as I wear never weigh thee down 1 
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CENTURION. 

Lo I Nurse receives Democres' parent ; now, 

The Princess comes alone. 

[Centurion goes out. 

KING. 

Hail ! proof on proof 
[Princess enters. 
Shall soon declare my joy at thy return. 

theal. 
I seek one proof — delay Democres' doom. 

KING. 

Forget him ; all I may do hath been done : 
Less than my wish, far more than others wish-— 
The chiefs are anger'd. 

theal. 

Work thy better wish ; 
Descend might's eminence ; low, modest vales 
Rejoice in smiling favours unbestow'd 
On mountains, whose erected heads demand 
Continual sun, and arrogantly cast 
Their frowning shadow on the meeker plains. 
O I lay convention with convention's robe. 
Doff prejudices, — ^let me lead thy mind 
To regions where no comforter abides^ 
Where beings, who, as babes were as we were, 



64 THE league's convert. 

Tender recipients for the world's rough seal, 

Are utterly debased to gross machines, 

Knowing not manhood, liberty, nor God. 

Doth conscience find excuse for such plague spots ? 

My father, deem me not undutiful : 

Though utter'd in the solemn tones of one 

Just respited from death, my words mean love, 

Affection sorely tried, and perfect faith 

That thou believ'st thy creed as I do mine. 

We contemplate earth from far distant heights ; 

Once I survey'd with thee, and saw alike ; 

Now, look whence I do, and perceive the same. 

Then — O I sweet happiness, we may again, 

As healthily as lungs change air for air, 

In earnest freedom barter thought for thought. 

Living as truly loving as belov'd. 

KING. 

Such paths may never open on such bliss. 

Thy premises are wrong — the chiefs must know. 

THEAL. 

Some do not know, some waver, some know well ; 
Part hate, part prize my theme — the people stand 
Prepared to act like one ; 'twill soon be shown 
How excellent a friend ye deem'd a foe. 
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KINO. 

Saycst thou right ? 

THEAL. 

Presume I do. 

KING. 

Theu runs 
My life to waste ; each object struggled for 
Loses minutest value ; e*en myself. 
Despite nights pass'd in dubitating toil. 
Long days in perfecting night's calm resolves. 
Am pilloried for fools to mock at. Gods ! 
Grant death before their insult. 

THEAL. 

I can prove 
A host will ratify Democres' acts ; 
Postpone the sentence — give me time. 

KINO. 

Tis fair. 

Centurion, {enter Centurion) haste! — greet my chiefs! 

bid them 

Delay the banishment. 

[Centurion goes out. 

Now, bring thy proofs. 

THEAL. 

None shall be hurt in consequence? 
f2 
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KING. 

Not one. 

THEAL. 

Then read these letters, this long roll of names, 
Indicing thousands ranged against thy few : 
Democres bade me tear it ; I rely 
On its remaining harmless as if torn. 
These are from Generosus, and some more 
Equally isolated chiefs. 

KING. 

Those few 
Are envious cavillers ; that list proves more 
Against than for thee ; only tokening 
How people can be led astray. I tear 
The papers, if the rebels cross due bounds ; 
I speak — bold armies punish. 

THEAL. 

Rather speak 
To range the mass in armies of good works, 
Obeying thee in perfect love, not fear, 
Uprightly, without trembling. Come with us 
Down the damp mine, ascend where huge machines 
Mock human labours ; visit crowded haunts, 
Dark, secret homes, where timid misery 
Shrinks from her brother's avaricious pride ; 
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Behold how pale starvation neighbours waste, 

And poverty hugs vice in reeking dens, 

Whence feverous miasmas poison air, 

Conveying retribution to the rich. 

Thou knowest little whom thou dost command — 

Their readiness for glory, the warm zeal 

In their hearts, latent till some thrilling word 

Sets them on tiptoe ; be no more content 

To hear their history from others' mouths. 

Labour for them, and they will toil for thee. 

As never army wrought for leader yet ; 

Trust partisans no further; if the chiefs 

Dare be inimical, valiantly throw 

Thy royal self on the vexM, troubled sea 

Of subjects; straight all tumult will be hushed 

Round thee, to flow redoubled on thy foes. 

Whose proud necks soon shall bend in humble guise, 

Returning power and state for thee to wear 

As the incorporated people's voice. 

KING. 

My startled judgment reels — our aims are one^ 
Only one road can lead directly there. 
Ah ! interruption. See her, then come in. 

[KiHG goes out 
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THEAL. 

May halting doubt prepare thee for new toil, 
With greater right to overpeer the less. 

THE MOTHER OF DEMOCRES, (entering.) 
Deceiving one I why lure me ? why beguile 
With fable that my lion-hearted boy 
Was well ? Intriguing falsehood I I learn now 
He (who made ev'ry spot whereon he trod 
Dear to remembrance) vilely is cast out 
Where only the Eternal may behold 
Your murder perfected. Oh, wicked craft ! 

THEAL. 

Democres' doom is hinder^. 

MOTHER. 

At thy suit ? 

THEAL. 

By my good father's kindness. 

Enter Centurion and Page. 
(To Centurion.) Hush ! speak not I 
(To Mother.) Thy bold son's destiny may never be 
Enrounded to accustom'd heritage, 
Though he survive or perish. Keep serene 
By comforting religion, well assur'd 
Firm servitude to goodness makes true life, 
Whatever seem the issue. Are we friends ? 
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MOTHER. 

Ay ! Send me all news. 

[ Goes out 

THBAL, {to CENTURION.) 

Promptly tell the worst. 

CENTURION. 

The chiefs refused ray order ; while I spoke, 
They loosed the boat. Democres is at sea. 

THEAL. 

Page^ tell the King. 

[Page goes out. 

How act the populace ? 

CENTURION. 

They've too long been submissive, to at once 
Do what their eyes' flash tokens they revolve. 

THEAL. 

The King approaches. Tell him I have gone 

To undertake what I pray'd him to do. 

[ Goes out, 

KING, {entering unth Page.) 

Hear I arightly ? Was my mandate scorn'd ? 

CENTURION. 

Aristos said I lied, or thou wert mad ; 

And, as I bore no legal document. 

He would refuse. I, greatly marvelling 
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At such behaviour, deem'd my tale would need 
Some confirmation^ and brought this young page 
To be my witness. 

KING. 

Bid my daughter come. 

CENTURION. 

The Princess hath gone forth. Bade me reply, 
Her purpose meant some action pray'd of thee. 

KING. 

Summon her nurse. 

[Page goes out. 

The haze becomes too clear. 

Even the chiefs, who, as my brothers lived, 

Turn recreant ; while thou, who seldom reached 

The threshold of my favour, keepest true. 

CENTURION. 

Mine oath of loyalty retains me thine. 

KING. 

That pricks me sharply, friend. I interchanged 
Conditions with these chiefs. We were agreed 
On certain modes assuring public good. 
Thereby I laboured, anxious to behold 
Expected issue of hymeneal bliss, 
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Twcen peace and plenty, grow in choicest prime, 

Discreetly severed from earth's grosser tribes, 

Like firmamental beings from mundane. 

Now I, too suddenly, perceive we trust 

On sinking bulwarks, wealth that falsely gilds 

O'er rottenness, fast crumbling in neglect. 

My partners' recklessness cannot excuse 

Longer persistence. No ; my change must plead 

The unpolluted greatness of its cause 

In frank apology, and only from 

Established purity of motive claim 

The gratitude of benefited man. 

Enter Nurse, 
Nurse, where has Theal gone ? 

NURSE. 

I know not, King. 

KING. 

Question the sentinels — with quietness. 

[Nurse ^oe« otU. 

CENTURION. 

I fear I told too much. 

KING. 

The fatal truth 
Will be less burthensome to her than part. 
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We are more human. Lo ! where I am foil'dy 

Soft Theal glories* I must follow 00, 

Weaken 'd by erring toil ; slow, but more proud 

To see my issue fired with noble zeal 

Than to proceed. Their lives are barren waste, 

Who live unneighbourly. So she is right. 

I who loved her, will honour and love more. 

Prepare my escort I 

[Centurion goes out. 

Aristos eniers. 

ARISTOS. 

Why insult us. King, 
By rash attempt to hinder the just doom 
Of insolent rebellion ? 

KINO. 

'Twas my will ^ 
Yourselves are listed in malignant ranks. 

ARISTOS. 

So standest thou for breaking faith with us. 

KINO. 

The mischief was in plighting. 

ARISTOS. 

Thou dost owe 
Secure possession of thy crown to us. 
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KING. 

I have more subjects. 

ARISTOS. 

They fare quite as well 
As their unequal services deserve. 

KING. 

Fraternal aid is man's sole claim on man. 

ARISTOS. 

They work to live. 

KING. 

Ye live upon their work. 
'Tis not a balance. 

ABISTOS. 

Hast done us fair right ? 

KING. 

The greater number's right must first be done ! 
I champion that. 

ABISTOS. 

We will defend our claims, 
Thou stumbling leader, bridled by girl's talk. 

KING. 

Peace ! 

ARISTOS. 

War I 

G 
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KING. 

I care not which, being prepared — 
In truth, mine armour — human right, my cause — 
And Nature my great leader. Take your path. 
Follow me gaily to untrodden lands, 
Where promises of concord and true acts, 
Based on eternal friendship, make the soul 
Glad as with sound of lutes and dulcet harps — 
Or, on to arid deserts, where those dwell. 
By their own spleen embalm'd to endless hate, . 
For whom I have defiance — nothing else. 

NURSE, {entering,) 

The Princess has aroused the people's wrath ; 

It needed scarce a word — clench'd fists — heaved 

breasts — 
Declared its smouldering ; her mild eyes fiash'd, — 
Straight it became quick fire — to her good will 
Happily subjected ; or woe to those 
Who hurt Democres ; she bade some haul in 
Her silver'd galley, lounging on the tide, 
Then enter'd with a sturdy, practised crew, 
And row*d after the banish'd man*s lone boat 
W^ith long oars, pricking out their rapid course 
In ripples gilded by the setting sun. 
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ARISTOS. 

She will not rescue him ; the ancient forts 
Guarding our harbour's mouth are garrison'd 
With loyal soldiers — not weak hearts, who yield 
At a mob's roaring, — those most loyal men 
Have orders to check rescuers. 

KING. 

Quick — Nurse, 

[Nurse goes out. 
Fetch my Centurion. — Proud Chief, wilt plead 
Not being bound to heed my messenger ? 
O I subtle traitor, worse in such excuse 
Than bold revolt ; though law can punish not — 
Go — I depose thee. 

ARISTOS 

I will bid my chiefs 
Oppose thy insane conduct. 

KING. 

Do — and die ! 

[Aristos goes out. 
Enter Nurse and Centurion. 
Have horsemen ready instantly, to bear 
My orders to the captains of the forts. 

[Centurion goes out. 
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Let us be quick ; then at the harbour watch 
The issue out What can be done, I'll do ; 
The rest must be contentment. [ Writes. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE — A Rocky Promontory in the Harbour, 

People toatching the Boats, 

Enter the Mother of Democrbs. 

MOTHER. 

Hear ! O ye People ; why, like jutting crags, 
Lean ye there motionless ? What do ye watch ? 

PEOPLE. 

His boat I the Princess ! Look — 

MOTHER. 

Come, turn away ; 
On the horizon, dancing like fresh birds, 
I've seen them too. Woe ! cruel fowlers wait 
In murdVous ambush ; — those we love are doom'd. 
Listen, — the forts have warning to destroy 
Any who seek what our Princess intends. 
The King revokes the order, scarce in time 



THE league's convert. 77 

To save our best-loved treasure. Lest he fail, 
Ye should secure yourselves. Id ripe time, pluck 
Abundant store to help in future straits : 
A convert may be reconverted, though, 
When newly plumed on young opinion's wing, 
His mighty soaring dazzles. There's no stay 
For ye, except decreed enfranchisement. 
Claim while ye can obtain ! — this I advise. 
Knowing, were your defender safe on land, 
He would so counsel. Look ! — the citizens 
Track me in crowds : I bade them, for the King 
Comes to wait tidings of his child ; so here 
Earn freedom, or continue fast shut out 
From the just rights my hero claim'd for ye ! 
Demand ! 

EfUer King and Attendants. 

PEOPLE. 

Decree ! decree I 

KING 

My People ! 

mother. 

King!— 

We should catch inspiration from our time 

That onward cheers I Shame on us, if we let 

Our children's lustre quite eclipse our own. 

G 2 
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MainUiD thy royalty — eocourage these ; 
Why comes this angry pageant ? 

Enter Chiefs and Soldiers. 

ARISTOS. 

King ! behold 
How fierce a crowd environs I This rude mob. 
That being woke, strikes ever savagely, 
Then falls asleep again , would not have stirr'd 
Hadst thou kept our alliance, nor betray 'd 
Those craven signs which instigate wild acts 
In cowards, else subdued by weak men's frowns. 

PEOPLB. 

Destroy our tyrants I 

ARISTOS, {to Soldiers.) 

Charge the rabble ! 

KING. 

Hold! 
Have ye no reverence ?— «ach man stand still, 
Till granted leave of motion. Soldiers, serve 
Me only. Chiefs, this honest woman's son, 
Colleagued with many besides my Princess, 
Know, I am the League's convert. 

ARISTOS. 

We forbid ! 
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PEOPLE. 

We laud I 

KING. 

Rejoice ! ye troubled ones. O shout 
Exultingly till heav'n's overarching blue 
Reverberate round our suspended globe 
Triumphant songs for righteous freedom won I 
Shackles are broken, whose fell weight condemned 
The healthiest to limp ; forced eager souls. 
Seeking unsullied fame's eternal crown, 
To darkly grope after phantasmic forms, 
Predoom'd by innate error to quick death, 
Having no second birth. Rejoice I Clear streams, 
Wherein float shoal'd prosperities, shall lave 
Our wounded feet, and balmy dews refresh 
Each aching forehead, truly nerving us 
To win rich meeds, conferred not on the swift 
So often as the sure. Yon mist seems thick 
With groans from the tyrannic dead, who writhe 
'Mid tortures stung by far severer pain. 
At noting us increase the boundless joys 
Of sympathizing angels and bless'd souls. 
By our remorseful passion. Let the blood 
Flow quicker through our humblest brother's veins. 
All men with happy eyes grasp hands in thanks. 
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At living to behold this fruitful time. 
Rejoice I — rejoice ! ye farthest parts of earth ; 
In our full blessing even ye are bless'd. 
Exult, O nations — render praises I kings 
Respect God in his image ; be yourselves, 
For that respect, respected. Through our realm, 
No hindrance shall exist for men, or men's 
Possessions, coming in or going forth. 
'Tis a decree — I make it — I, the King ! 

CROWD. 

Huzza ! — long live the King ! — extol the King I 

KING. 

I pray you let me watch in peace. Dear friends. 

Our truest comforts with affliction come ; 

And terror whispers our new march begins 

In funeral solemnity. Go, pray, 

For those in peril. 

[_Peo^\e go out. 

Dame, the exhaled mist 

Conceals our children. Watch thou. 

[Democres* Mother goes otU. 

Soldiers ! clear 

A path for the expected messenger. 

[Soldiers go out. 
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ARISTOS. 

We must have explanation. Dost thou mean 
So abject a betrayal ? or hast spoke 
Merely to pacify the 'surgent mob ? 

KINO. 

Alas ! is this a time to feign ? O Chiefs ! 
Whom I have held in friendship, and would keep, 
Will ye support me if I have deceived ? 
Or fall away if honestly I spoke ? 
Then sink — I can alone swim strongly on, 
Buoy'd with more permanent maintainers than 
Crack'd, hollow bladders of your mocking love. 
My power, if it wane, shall, like yon sun. 
Go down in lustrous splendour quite unknown 
To its meridian heat; from which men shrank 
In shades, where tree-tops bent their crispy leaves 
O'er parch'd and panting nestlings, who now fly 
To gild their wings in glory. Most unkind 
Are ye, in pressing thus on my sad hours : 
But mine are not mine only, nor is this 
A place to scold in — not myself, nor ye. 
Can hinder emanations of quick life. 
Nor portion sunlight, nor allot mankind 
Fixed particles of virtue : forms may shape. 
But cannot stifle our divinest gift. 
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More than your plundering a little brine 
From j^on deep ocean keeps the world athirst ; 
No I ye may sully, prison, or diffuse 
Some few drops to their elemental parts ; 
But they return to nourish the grand mass, 
And still we share the salt, fresh, regnant sea ; 
Now smooth— obedient as a tender child. 
Murmuring fondly on Creation's lap ; 
Then rugged as our passions — dread as hate — 
Fearfully typing that appointed strength 
Possessed by thought to overleap all bars 
Frail, laggard flesh, would hostilely erect 
To cramp its godborn vigour, and press down 
The holy with corruption. 

ARISTOS. 

Such discourse 
Makes empty recompence. 

KING. 

Be any due, 
'Tis owing those our self-love dispossess'd. 

ARISTOS. 

We held our own. 

KING. 

Then we are generous 
In sharing : let dispute conclude with gifts 
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Till wailing creatures smile. We all possess 
Men's works enough — too little of men's love ; 
Count fortunes there, and friendship cherish life. 
What tidings ? 

Enter Nurse and Generosus. 

NURSE. 

Messengers bring doleful news. 
I ventur'd to lead here this gentleman, 
Whose news confirms the rest. 

KING. 

Speak. 

GENEROSUS. 

Mighty King, 
Our unripe crops are eaten from our fields 
By swarms of locusts ; a few days ago, 
'Mid acres of luxuriant, tall wheat, 
More yellow barley, and long-bearded oats, 
We loiter'd thankfully, with laugh on lip, 
Plucking wild flowers, that our children sought 
For twisted coronals ; — each careful man 
Prepar'd his barns to house the copious store 
Expected, when munificent bright suns 
Changed juicy greenness to dry russet hues. 
And reapers took possession. All felt sure 
Of weighty sheaves, till one unlucky eve, 
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The red horizon suddenly look'd black — 
Youngsters left play — the elders, chilPd and pale, 
Stared from each other to that ominous, 
Increasing darkness ; hoped 'twas only cloud, 
Till nearness made them trembling kneel, and pray 
The dread curse might pass oyer. Vain desire ! 
Soon hungry legions settled — thousands mask'd 
Wide spreading trees, and left them naked boughs — 
Grain dropp'd — grass vanished — herb and flower ceased 
To sparkle in morn's dew, when they arrived : 
We set parch'd moors on fire, their vanguard quench'd 
The flames that burnt them. Presently, aghast 
And spiritless, the troubled people ceased 
Quite unavailing efforts ; half resign'd 
To famine's gaunt, illimitable woes. 
Ere I set forth, a storm frighted to wing 
The terrible destroyers, who flew off, 
And, as I hear, lie drown'd on neighb'ring coasts. 
Polluting air for leagues with noisome stench 
Most dangerous to health. Such the harsh doom 
Fall'n upon us. Send help, or we must die. 
Before new culture mends our present loss. 

KING, {to Chiefs.) 
Was my decree too hurried ? — Who art thou ? 

GENEROSUS. 

My name is Generosus. 
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KING. 

Thou hast kept 
From court too long : I had forgotten thee. 

Thy clients we will succour Judgment — come. 

On rough sense graft experience's buds^ 
Cloth'd in fresh beauty. Modest wisdom hides 
Not in us, but around, where searchers find 
Clear gems outshining self, and, wearing those, 
Leave trails of light for sluggards who despise 
The radiance till they suffer. Nurse, let us 
Watch ! Watch ? — a kingly office, tho' such watch 
Is terrible as dying. O ! great King, 
Thou Parent of creation, cherish me : 
Let mine old arms rest on my gentle child's. 
While tottering toward the morose churchyard ; 
I gave her life — let her protect mine own. 
O I leave me not, a witherM, branded tree, — 
The greater ruin for my greater height I 
If it must be— Thou art All Good— I bow. 

The Mother of Democrbs descends. 

MOTHER. 

Boats on the beach I just puU'd round the near point. 
Thine officer approaches — follow. 

\_She goes out. — The Centurion enters. 
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KINO. 

Quick! 

The issue ? 

CENTURION. 

Yet unknown — but too near death, — 
The Princess hath been wounded. 

KING. 

Horror! come. 

[^JRushes out. 

GBNBROSUS. 

Alas ! how chanced this melancholy end. 

CENTURION. 

Arm'd boats were guarding, when Democres pass'd 

Their station — they veer'd homeward — soon came up 

Our noble Princess on her galley's prow, 

Watching the boat she rapidly pursued ; 

Then chase began, — each crew strain'd every nerve. 

The calm, unhappy cause of their exploits, 

Whose single sail lack'd wind, beheld who sought 

To overtake, and let his canvas drop — 

When close the galley ran — took him on board, — 

Huzzas rang out ; the Princess claspM her prize 

In momentary joy, — for, sad resolve, 

The chasers, ignorant whom they attacked, 
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FeariDg escape, shot, — one dread arrow piere'd 
Democres' heart, smiting the Princess too, 
Past hope of remedy, 

GENEROSUS. 

Distressing hour ! 

CENTURION. 

I met the crews, in dumb grief rowing back ; 
Ah I had ye seen the Princess, heeding not 
Her wound, embrace the corpse, and pray for life, 
With fervent iterations of warm vows, 
Kisses, and sluicing tears, ye would have wept 
As I did, and have been as much asham'd 
That our quiescence hurried their decease. 

ARISTOS. 

We were too hasty. 

GENEROSUS. 

Others were too slow. 
The nation's loss springs from the nation's fault ; 
Rights follow true perception-r-that well known. 
The rest is time and order ; see your fruits — 
They tell pathetic lessons. 

Enter King and o^erSf supporting Theal. 

KING. 

•Room-*-room — friends ! 
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Carry her tenderly. Hush I — O ! what saith 
My best beloved ? — 

THBAL. 

Rest! 

RING. 

Set the litter down. 
Friends-»to your knees ! [ The people kneel. 

GENEROSUS. 

Chiefs ! never let us rank 
Mere seconds in such worthy tribute. Come. 

[Chiefs kneel. 

RING. 

Do ye kneel ? — Dear child, see thy battle won ; 
The view reds thy pale cheek — must heal thy wound ! 
Best we proceed. 

THBAL. 

No ; motion pains. Who spoke ? 

RING. 

Chief Generosus. 

THEAL. 

Call him near. Sweet time ! 
Ah I if Democres could have longer lived ? 
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GBNBROSUS. 

Then earthly limit had confined hia joy. 
Now, having spacious home, and power to see 
The future grandeur of your goodness done 



THEAL. 

Thither I seek him 

RING. 

Long years hence ! 

THEAL. 

At once. 
See I here are many daughters — many sons ; 
The love for me created, let them share. 
While I, thy nearest, in exulting voice, 
Bid spirit- worlds prepare to greet a king, 
Who, seeing he had err'd, confessed, and led 
His nation to fresh courses. Will ye all 
Follow my father thither ? 

CROWD. 

All !— all ! 

THEAL. 

Cherish, then, 
Democres' memory. I would say more — 
Faintness oppresses. Father !— calm ! — no fear. 
Chief; speak of thy domain. 
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6ENEB0SUS. 

Hast heard it call'd 
A glad one ? 

THEAL. 

• Ay! 

GENEROSUS. 

Where garden -co ver'd hills 
Breast charging winds, compelling them to pass 
With gentle freshness over fruitful vales, 
To musically bracen the gay buds, 
And vines of honest cottagers, who dwelt 
In competency by fair labour earn'd : 
Their Jiappiness, the most enriching crop 
And profit of my wealth. 

KING. 

No more ; from sound 
Of partial heav'n on earth, to heav'n fulfilFd : 
Her soul departs — I am a childless man. 

GENEROSUS. 

Too true, friends ; the Princess is dead. 

ARISTOS. 

Good Chief, 
Though my sight is not thine, nor thy thoughts mine, 
Yon sun, whose last ray flitteth round her head. 
Should witness us appeased. Let cavil cease. 
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GBNEROSUS. 

I take thy hand most frankly ; truth comes in 
While differences crowd the jousting stage, 
And loving unity is epilogue. 
To end creation's purpose. Lo I here comes 
Democres' corpse. 

Enter People, bearing Democres ; his Mother and 
Crowd follow, 

RING. 

Lift up the Princess. On ! 

The first act of our reformation, Chiefs, 

Be charitable. Generosus must 

Receive efficient help, to safely guard 

His tenantry from famine. Now, slow steps 

And humble-hearted mourning wait on these 

To one most hallow'd grave 

Con o'er their hopes, 

And silently say unto every one. 

Amen I Amen ! 

[ They proceed out in procession. 

THE END. 
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